
(Prom Yesterday's Dully.)

a cart load of 'em fer "5 cer.ts. I'll
i..ko yer measure fer one like It fer
10, too quick!" und the little fellow
leaned back from his work and laughed
up In my face with absolute deriBlon.

I pulled my hat more closely down
for fear of recognition, but was reas-
sured a moment later as he went on:

"VVJsht you lived here; you'd be old
fruit fer us fellows. I cun see you
now n-tokln' wind.and we'd give it to
you mighty slick now, don't you fer-
git!" aud us the boy renewed hin work,
1. think his little, ragged body shook
less with Industry than mirth. '

"Wl8ht I'd struck you 'bout ten
o'clock this morning!" and, as he
spoke, he paused again and looked up
in my face with real regret. "Oh,
you'd 'a' been the loveliest sucker of
,'em oil! YV'y, you'd 'a' went the whole
pot yerso'f!"
"How do you mean?" said I. drop-

ping the cigar I held. '

"How do I mean? Oh, you don't
want to Bmoke this thing again .after
,lts a-rollln' round In the dirt!"

"Why, you dont smoke," Bald I,
Reaching for the cigar he held behind
hi in,

I "Me1 Ob, what you glvin' mo?"
"Come, let mo have It," I said, sharp-

ly, drawing a caao from my pocket and
taking out another oigar.
: "Oh, you want a light," he said,
handing the stub and watching me

>yîïBt$Ux, ^"Couldn't slve. us a- fresh
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cigar, could yoû/cïp?''
"I don't know," said I, as thougli

deliberating on tlto mutter. "What
was thai you were going to tell me juit
now? You started to tell mo wbat a
lovely sucker' I'd have beim had you
met me this morning. How did you
mean?"
"Give roe a cigar and I'll tell you.

Oh. come, now, cap; give me a smoket
and I'll give you the whole game. 1
will, now, honest!"

I held out the open caao.
"Nothin' mean about you, Is they?"ho said, eagerly taking a fresh cigar

in One hand and the stub in the other.
"A ten-center, too.oh, I guess not!"
Hut, to my surprise, he took the stub
between his ''uh, and began openinghis coat. "Oue&s I'll jlst fat this daisy,
and save 'er up for Christmas. No, I
won't either," he broke in suddenly,with a bright, keen flash of second
thought. ."Tell you what I'll do," hold-
ing up the cigar and gazing at it ad-
miringly; "she's a ten-center all right,ain't t>he?"

I nodded.
"And worth every cent of it, too,

ain't she?"
"Every cent of it," I repeated.
"Then give mo a nickel, and flhe's

yourn.'causo if you can afford to give
this to mo fer nothing looks like I ort
To let you have it fer half price," end
as I laughingly dropped the nickel in
his hand he concluded, "And they's
nothin' mean about me, neither!"
"Now, go on with your Story/' said I.

"How about this 'game' you were 'giv-
ing' this morning??,'
"Well, I'll tell you, cap. Us fellers

has got to lay fer ever' nickel, 'cause
nono Of us Is.bondholders; and they's
days ûiïu du/a iogoiher when we don*t
make enough to oven starve on. ..What
I mean is, we on'y make enough to pay
fer aggrevatin' our appetites with jistabout enough chuck to keep us starvln'-
hungry. So, you see, wbon a feller
ain't got nothin' else to do, and bis
appetite won't sleep In the same bunk
with, him, ie'a bcubd to git on to
aomepin' crooked, and git up all sorts
o' dodges to git -along. Some givos
'em one thing, qt d'some another, but
you bet they. got. to be mighty slick
now. 'ô 'causo people won't havo
'orphans,' and 'fits,*?and 'cripples,' and
'drunk fathers,' and 'mothers that.eatsmorphine,' and 'whlte-awellln',' ar.d
'consumption,''and .all' that, sort o'
toffy! Got to git 'er down finor'n tPatl
But ! been s-gittln' is my work all the
same,,don't ycu ferglt! You won't fiver
bl.?w, now?"

\ "How could I 'blow,' and what If I
did? I don't live here." I replied.

"Well., you bettor never blow, any-
how; 'cause if ever; us duffers:would
git on to It you'd> be a ap'lled oystirl"

"Perfectly
Lovelyr
Is about what she'll say if yougive "HcR" a Diamond ring for
Christmas; and if you get H here,
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be O. K. in every detail.
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"Co ou." I aald, with an assuring
tone.

'*The lay I'm on Jlst now," he con-
tinued, dropping his voice and looking
cautiously around, "is a*hldtn' my box
and a-rushin' in, nuddent-like, whero
they's crowd o' nobs a-talkin' politics
er somepln'. and a-Jist startln' in, and
'fore they know what'6 a-comln' I'm
a-flashin' up a nickel er a dime, and
a-tellin' 'em if I only bad enough more
to make CO cents I could buy a blackin'
box, and wouldn't have to ast no boot
o' my grandmother! And two minutes
chinnln' does it, don't you see, cause
they don't know mithin' 'bout blackln'
boxes; tbey'te Jlst as soft as you air.
They got an idy, maybe, that blackin'
boxes comes all tho way from Chiny,
with cokeyi it whiskers packed 'round
'em; and I make it solid by a-sayin'
I'm on'y gc a' to git a second-hand box
.see? Hut that ain't the p'int.It's
the Mr. Nickel I already got. Oh! It'll
paralyze 'em ever' time! Sometimes
fellers'll make up 75 cents er a dollar,
and tell rac to 'git a new box, and go
into the business right.' That's a tbing
that always rattles me. Now, If thoy'd
.on'y growl a little and look like they
;wns jlst a-puttln' up 'cause the first
one did, I can stand it; but when they
go to pattln' me on the head, and
a-tellin" me 'that's right,' and 'not to
'.be afeared o' work,' und I'll 'come out
all right,' and a tellin' me to 'git a good
substantial box while I'm a-gittin'.'
and a-ponyin' up handsome, there's
where I weaken.I do, honest!" And
never bo plainly as at that moment
did I see within his face and In his
eyes the light of true nobility.
"You Bee," he went on, in a tone of

voice half courage, half apology, 'T got
a family on my bands, and I' Jist got
to git along somehow! I cot id git along
on tho square deal as long as mother
was alive.'cause she'd work.but ever
senco she died.and that was winter
'fore last.I've kind o' had to double
on tbe old thing all sorts o' ways. But
Sis don't know It. Sis, she thinks I'm
the squaroBt muldoon in the business,"
and even side by side with the homely
utterance a great sigh faltered from
his lips.
"And who Is Sis?" I inquired with

new interest
"SIb?" he repeated, knocking my foot

from the bon, and leaning back, still
In the old position, his hat now lying
on the ground beside blm, and his
frbwzy hair tossed backward from tbe
full, broad brow."Who's Sis?" he re-
peated with an upward smile that al-
most dazzled me."W'y, .81s is.is.
w'y, Sis is the boss girl.and don't you
fergit It!"
No need had he to. tell me more than

this. I knew who "Sis" was by *ha
ltght of pride in the uplifted eyes; I
knew who "Bis" wsb by tbe exultation
in the broken voice, and the half-de-
fiant tossing of the frowsy head; I
.knew who "Sis" was by the little,
naked hands thrown upward openly; I
knew who "Sis" was by the tear that
dared to trickle through the dirt upon
her ragged brother's face. - And don't
you forget It! :. .: , -

ö'that boy down there upon his
knees!.there in the cinders and the
dirt.so far, far down beneath;us that
w> irampio on his breastand grind our
heels Into his* very heart: ,0 that hoythere, with his lifted eyes,' and God's
own glory shining in his face, baa
taught me, with an eloquence beyondthe trick, of mellow sounding words
and metaphor, that love, may find a
purer home beneath the rags of, pov-
erty and vice than in all the great
warm heart of Charity. i

I hardly knew what Impulse prompt«cd me, but as the hoy rose to his feet
and held his hand out for the compen-
saton for his work, I caught the little,
dlniy palm- close, close within my
own. and wrung It aa I would have
wrung the band of some great con-
queror. ;.
The little fellow stared at- me In

wonderment, and although his lips
were silent, I cannot but believe that
had they parted with the utterance
within his heart my feelings had re-
ceived no higher recognition than theold contemptuousphrase, "Oh. whatyoh givin'met"

'-And so you've got. » family on yourhands?'' I Inquired, recovering an air
of;simple curiosity, and toying In my
pocket with some blta of change1. "How
much of a family ?"
"On'y thvee of vu now/'..
"Only three or you, eh? Yourself,and 81s, and.and." .

"The old man " said tho boy, uneas-
ily; and öfter a pause, In which he
seemed to swallow an utterance more
bitter, ho added. "And be ain't no good
on earth!"

"Can't workf* ïqueried.
"Won't work," said the boy, bitterly."Ho won't w.rk.ho won't do nothln*

.on'y hudgo! And I hof to steer him
la ever' night,' 'cause the cops wont
pull him any more.they won't let him
in the station house more'n they'd lot
hlra In a parler, 'cause he's a plun'
goner now. and liable to croak any
ruinate,"

"Liable to whatr* said I.
"Liable to jist keel over.wink out.

you Know.'cause he has fits-kind o'
Jtmjamg, I guess! Had a fcar:ul old
matinee with him last night! You «W
ho comes all sorts o' games on tue, and
I hat to put up for him."cause he's
«k» tn whisky- end if we can
keep, blm about so" foU ho's a regularIamb; but be dont stand no monkoy-
in' when hé wants whisky, now you
bet! Bis can handle him bettetfn me,
but she's been a-loslu' her grip on him
îatûîy.,w m Bîs aïn t stool any
rnora, and been kind o'alck-llko so ldngJ
she humors him.;you. know, more'n
she'd ort. # And be couldn't git.on bis
pins as all ylsterdsy morning, and sis
pent fir mo, end I took him down a
pint, and that set him a-nranhV so that
when I left he made sis give up %<

:'
'

.-.... .. j

quarter he saw mm slip her; and It
jlst happened I run tnto him that eve-
ning and got htm in, or he'd a froze to
death. I guess he must 'a' kind ©' had
'em last night, 'cause he wan the wild-
est msn you ever see.saw grasshop-
pers with paper collars on, and old
bows with feather-duster, tails.the
durndest program you ever beard of!
And be got bo bad onc't he was a-goln'
to belt Sis, and did try It; and.and I
bad to chug him one or he'd 'a' done It
And then he cried, and Sis cried, and
I cri., 1. Dern blm! you can bet yer
life I didn't cry!" And as the boy
spoke, the llpB quivered Into stern com-
pression, the little hands gripped closer
at his side, but for all that the flashing
eyes grew blurred and the lids dropped
downward.

"That's a boss shine on them shoes.*'
I was mechanically telling over in

my hand the three small coins I had
drnwn from my pocket.
"That is a nice Job!" said I gazing

with ân unimual show of admiration at
the work; "and I thought," continued
I. with real regret, "that I bad two
Firnes and a nickel there, and was
thinking that, as these were Christmas Jtimes. I'd just give you a quarter for
your work."

"Honest, Cap?"
"Honest!" I repeated, "but the fact

Is the two dimes, as I thought they
were, are only two three-cent pieces, so
I have only eleven cents in change,
after all."

"Spect they'd change a bill fer you
'croBt there at the lunch counter," he
suggested, with charming artlessneBS.

'Won't have time.there's my train
just coupling. But take this.I'll see
you again some time, perhaps."

'How big a bill Is It you want
changed?" asked the little fellow, with
a moat acquisitive expression, and a
Bwift glance at our then lonely sur-1rounding*,

"I only have one bill with me," said
I, nervously, "and that's a five."

"Well, here, then," said the boy, hur-
riedly, with another and more scrutin
izing (-clance about him."gueBS I can
'commodate you."..-And .as I turned
.In wonder, he drew from some mysteri-
ous recess in the lining of his coat s
roll of bills, from which he hastily de-
tached four in number, then returnee
the roll; and before I had recovered
from my surprise, be had whisked th«
note from my fingers and left in my
band instead the proper change.-
"ThlB la on the dead, now, Cap

Don't you ever cheep about me bavin
wealth, you know; 'cause it ain't mint
.that is, it is mine, but I'm a.
There goes yer train.. Ta-tnt '!
"The day before Cflrlstmàs," said I

snai-cuüig his hand, and speaking hur-
riedly."the day before Christmas.Tn
coming back, and if you'll be her«
when the five-thirty train rollsin youT,
find a sum that wantB hte booü
blacked.maybe to get. married in, o>
something.anyway he'll want'a shine
like this, and hell come .prepared tc
pay the highest market price.d > -you
understanrj?"
"You Jlat tell that, feller fer me,"

said tho boy, eclipsing the twinkle ol
ode eye, and dropping.his voice to an]
inflection of strictest confidence."you
Jist tell that toiler fer me that I'm his'|
"And you'll meot him, sure?" said 1.1
"I will," Bald .the boy. And he kepthis word.

» -, ;. ,,

My ride home was an incoherent
fluttering of the wings of time, in
which travail one fretful hour wnn

born, to gasp its first tow minutes help
lessly; then moan, roll over and kick
out' Us .legs and sprawl about; ' then
crawl's.' Mille.^taggef*.*? its feet and
totter cn; then-tumble down a time or
two.and knock its empty head against
the floor and howl; then loom up awk-
wardly on gangling legs, too.much in!

hatp own way Sa <tamnrohend that 1
they' woro in the way of everybody
else; then limp a little as it worried
Onr*drop4own exhuuèieû.moan again
y*4m ufrits bandiHrstirten out.an* die
fh» -iolent convulBloun.
We haro all had that experience of

th^_ca^wiw»ls^ha4 taem -gatar into

barked upon tome plcaoant trip, pethaps; had them rattle off la scraps oi
Eorjfj, or lightly twit us with some deai
one's name, or even to so far as tc
laugh at us and mouä äs for some re*!
or fancied dereliction of car etiquette
I shall ever have good reason to re
member how once upon a time a boj
of fourteen, though greatly undersized,
told the conductor ho was only ten,
and, although the unsuspecting official
accepted the statement as a truth,
with the proper reduction in the fare,
the car-wheels called that boy a "liar"
for 20 niHets.and 20 miles as long and
tedious as he has ever compassed in
his journey through this vale of tears.
The r-wheels on this bitter winter

evening were not at all communie*
tlve, They were sullen and morose
They didn't feel like singing, and they
wouldn't laugh. They had no jokes,
and if there was one peculiar quality
of tone they possessed In any marked
degree it was that of sneering. They

had a harsh, discordant snarl,, as it
seemed, and were? spiteful and insinu-
ating.
The topic they-had chosen for. that

night's consideration was evidently ol
a very complex and mysterious nature,
and they gnawed and mumbled aî'it
with such fierceness andp withal, such
selfishness,I could only catch a flying
fragment of It now and then, and that,
t noticed, was o2 the coarsest fiber oi
intelligence, and of slangy, flavor. Lis-
tening with tee most painful interest,
I at last made out the fact that the in-
flection seemed to be in the interroga-
tivo. 'nTirt. .wi£îi asxlsty tbe most in
tense, I slprviy camo to comprehend
that they v. ere desirous, of ascertain'
log the émet distance between .'two
giv-sn peints, bui the, propositionseemed determined aot 'to round .latefuller significance than- to query mock-
ingly. "How fur is it?: How fur is it?
How fur, how fur is itr; and so on to
a moßt exasperating limit. As thiu
eenselesB phrase was repeated and re-
Iterated In Its growing harshness and
unchanging intonation; the relentless
pertinacity of the query grew simply
agonizing, and when at time a the car
door opened to admit à brakeman, Or
the train-boy, who had everything to
sell but what I wanted, the emphasised
refrain would lift me from my. /sat
and drag me-up and down the aisle.
When the phrase did eventually writhe
round Into form and shape more tan-
gible, my relief was Buch that Ï sat
down, and in my fancy frainad a grim,
unîcyely tu«s that salted It, and
hummed with It, in an undertone of
dismal satisfaction:) .' W^;

How rurwhow fur
"

is i^rronvh«r*i-.
. . .From her» ta.Happiness?'

When I returned, that samo refVÀÎn
rode back into the city with mo. Ail
the gay metropolis was robing for the
banquet and the ball. All the windows
of the crowded thoroughfares were
kindling. Into splendor. Along the
Streets rode lordly carriages, go/weight-
ed down with costly silks..and
and twinkling gems, and unknown
treasures in unnumbered packages,
that one lone ounce of needed charity
would bavé snapped their axles, and a
feather's weight of pure benevolence
Would have splintered every spoko.
And the old retrain rode witbr-me

through U all.es stoical, relentless
and unchangeable as fate.and la vxm
same, depraved and slangy tone, In
whi«h it seemed to find an especial
prtde,.tt &ang, and sang again:'
How tur^how*tm

; -. mmss^mm^i -

The train, that fer five miaute» bad
been lessening In speed, tolled pain-
fully along, and as I arose.ImpaüeAÜyend reached behind me' fbr; my ovw
coat, a cheery voice cried. "HeUCy Cap*Want a lift?. Ill he'p you with ib*t
benjamin 1" and oa Hooked around 1
t.iw the grimy features of my "Htla
hero of the brush ard box.

; TMSllOT" said I, as .much delighted*
aa surprised. "Where did you drop
from?"

"Ob, I collared this old
tttte er so back yonder." said the
lenow,-aayly, standing on th? seat
hind, me and holding up, .the «
$&m.: adeln' cir^us^uslcais :

ftps out there fer half en hour. Ton
bet I had my eye on you, all the name,
though!
"You bad, eh?" I exclaimed, gladly,

although I Instinctively surmised his
highest in t oreut in:tue v/as centered in
my pocketbook. "You bad, eh?" I re-
peated with more earnestness. "Well*
I'm glad of that, Charlie.or, what io
your name?"
: "Squatty," said the boy. Then no-
ticing the look of surprise upon my
face, be added soberly: "That ain't my
sure-enough name, you know; that's
what the boys calls me. Sis calls me
Jamesy."

"Well, Jamesy," I continued, button-
ing my collar and drawing on my
gloves, "I'm mighty glad to see you,
and if you don't believe it, just go
down in that right-hand overcoat-pock-
et and you'll find out."
The little fellow neded no second in-

vitation, and as he drew forth a closely
folded package the look of curiosity
upon his face deepened to one of blank
bewilderment.
He made no motion to untie the lit-

tle package, and gradually the expres-sion in his eyes changed to one .of sus-
picion and. nia lips closed tightly to-
gether.
"Open it," said I, smiling at the pus-sled little face; "open It.It's for you.'
"Ob, hère, cap," said the boy, drop-ping the package on the seat, and

holding up a rigid finger, "you're a-
givin' me this, ain't you?"

"I'm giving yon the package, cer-tainly,'" said I, somewhat bewildered.
"Open it.it's a ChriBtmas present for
you.open itl"
"What's your idy o' layin' fer met*

asked the boy, with a troubled and un-
easy air. "I've been a-gtvhV you squarebusiness right along, ain't I?"
"Why, Jamesy," .said I, as I vaguelycomprehended the real drift of his

thought, "the package Is for you, and
if you wont open it, I will," and as
spoke I began unfolding it. "Here,"said I, "la s. pair of gloves a little girl
am u t your size told me to give to youbecause I was telling her about you
over where I live, and it's 'a clear
case,' " and I laughed lightly to myself
as I noticed a Slow flush Creeping to
his face. "And here," said, I, "la a
bang-up pair' of good old-fashionod
socks, and, If they'll fit you* there's an
old woman that wears specs and a
mole on her nose, told me to tell youfor her, that she knit them for your
ChriBtmas present, and ft you don'
wear\them shell never forgive yon.
And hero," I continued,' "is a cap, as
fussy.aa a woolly-worm, and as warm
a, cap, 1 reckon, as you over stood on
your head in; it's a cheap cap, but
bought it with my own money, and
money that I worked mighty hard toget.-becVtse I.aia'i rich; now, if I was
rich, I'd buy you a plug; but I've got
an idea that this little, old, woolly capwith earbobs to" it,and a snapper to goUnder your chin, don't you see, won'
ttr;i bad can to tnock arouidln, auch
weather as this. ' What do yen < say,now! Try her on once,'1 and as I opolco
tturned, to plajqo it- on his bead..^dopjh-oohî" h», negatively sjsjtisy
mured,-putt' ug out hia bine), his closed
Hps /quirering-^tha lUUe. frowsy fceàd{ 5rccï;ns fyi Würa. aud ihçj ragged shoesUhuffling on'the floor.
*'^ine.'*' said j, my. own voice grow

ilig curiously changed ;, "won't you tako
ihe^'s presentsr ihey are yours; you
must accept them, Jamesy, not because

cajiseythey're very fine," I continuêd
banding down rand folding, up the par-
ceTi ^httt because,. you know, I Wiantm-^^spb^s^^^ mustMthe>îr;';you:mustL" and ai I C9he1ude^
I thrust the tightly folded ; parcel be-,
neath his arm, and pressed the little
tattered elbow;firmly over it -

"Thero you are," said I. "I'Veeso qp.
to It, and wa*ll skip off here at the
avenue. Come."**, :

I hardly dared to look behind me tlU
I found myself upon tie street, but as

m éifWifi^ce oywdeV l:saw the m^e^te^ow, follda^ög,
nQt boundUn^. joyfully, b^^^
Boïomn step,:the littlö parcel-Imaged©lfoe%ift,Ws. aide^d ; his eyes bent

and -.walking ou .more
bfiskjy:'
VW**' the'^aamjB> ;'«s>a^;theXi^febrightening a'httle. and aklpplng Into
a Uvedier peed.
>^VUâh«#b^ sarno, $ftf?£ an« new

"Oh, she can't git around :mtten 5.
b aho ufied to/ you kno\^, but ahe't
s^âiAVWlèyÄthe t me. »he; est
up mighty nigh all day yltcrday;"
aa the boy spoke the eyes lifted
the old: flash, end; the ;|lttle
head tossed with the old defiance.

n sudden ache of florrow smiting me.

bid a long .time. You sea," he
in by way of-expïanaUoû. "she didn
have r-~ shoo» car aothln* when win
twuts and land o\too* wrfd, you know

:give her the whoopln'
" t%'."fit around much...

her'nowi Oh,
;, J^,«an

thaV'-ton'F.
«uû ihö ÏÏUiw.
oxultAnt opeecb,
satten .

i called after "

t, a Btftirw*y aiïft*

nltfflsuSr

In the city, and 1 sometimes steep
there, when I work late. And now 1
want to ask s very special favor o£
you," I continued, taking a llttlejsealed packet from my pocket: "here's]
a little box that you're to ta!:o to is,;
with my compliments.the compli-
ments of the season, you understand!
.and tell her I sent It, with particu-.
1er directions that she shouldn't break
it open till Christmas morning.not
till Christmas morning, understand!.
Then you tell her that I would like
very much to come and see her, and
if she says all right.and you must
give me a good 'send-off,' and she'll
say all right if 'Jamesy' Bays all right
.then .come back here, say two hours,
from n?w, or three hours, or tonight,]
anyway, and we'll go down and seejSis together.what do you say?"
The boy nodded dubiously. "Hon-

est.must I do all that, sure enough?")
"Will you?" said I; "that's what Zjwant to know;" and I pushed back}

the duBky little face and looked Into,
the bewildered eyes.
. "Solid?" he queried, gravely.

"Solid," I repeated, handing him.
the box. "Will you come?"
"W'y» 'course I will, on'y I waa list

a-thinkin'." i
"Jost thinking what?" said I, se-

ihe little fellow paused abruptly andjshook tee box suspiciously at his
ear. "Just thinking what?" I repeat-
ed; !'for I must go now; good-by..
;Juat thinking what?" 1

"Ob, not hin'," Bald the boy, backing
off and staring at me in a phase of
.wonder akin to awe.."Nothin*, on'y £:waB Jist a-thinkin' that you was a lit-
tle thé curiousest rooster I ever see."!
Three hours, later, as I sat alone,

he came in upon me timidly to ssy ha
had not been home yet, having "run
'acrost the old man Jiet n-billn', and
had to git him corralled 'fore. he
dropped down sonVer's in the snow;:-
but I'm a-gittln' 'long bully with him
now," he added with a deep sigh of,
relief, " 'cause he's so full hell haf to*
let go purty Boon. * Say you'll ha
here?"

I nodded silently, and he was gone.;
The merry peals of laughter rang

up from the streets like mockery. Thaijingling of hells, the clatter and conn
fusion of the swarming thoroughfares*flUng up to me not one glad murmur
of delight; the faint end far-off blar-
ing of a dreamy, waltz, blown breeze-
like over the drowsy ear-of night, had
sounded sweeter to me had I stood
amidst-Ute band, with every bellow-
ing horn about my ears, and the drurns
and. clashing cymbals howling. mad..'I COUldn't work, I couldn't read, I
couldn't rest; I could only pace about
I: heard the clock strike ten, and
strike it hard; I heard it strike eloven,
viciously; and twelve it held out at
arm's .length, and struck it full be-
tween the eyes,.and let it drop.ßtono^dead. O l sr.w. the bloodooze fromits esxB, and saw < the white foaia
flees- pan its llpöi ï was alo'nö.
alone!

It was throe o'clock before the boy,
returned. \ >

"Been a long while," he began, "but
ï had a fearful time with'the old man,and he went on so when I did git him
la I was 'most :nfoafd to leave Sim;but ho kind o' went to sleep at last,
and Molly she come over to see howBis wee a-glttln'; and Sis said. She'd
like to- see you I? you'd corné now, yeaknow, while they ain't no racket goin'en.":

"

"Cpme,; then," said t buttoning my
coat closely at the throai, "I .amready;" and a njomeat later we had
atan^

fhoved along in rifcence; the ïittle fil,ltw h.lt running, hair sliding alongthe f^ren paveuwnt la thoJeed^I.noted, witk » «V;^.hl- ü^v.:, Oau,he hftd Connod^hVlltU* funzy ckp endmitUûs. and ftàn«m« to time w*»


